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about it, we know rather less about him in England than they do
in the Andaman Islands, since the Andamans are only uncon-
scious of him, whereas we are misconscious. To hear a thousand
respectable young English persons jogging through For He shall
purify the sons of Levi as if every group of semiquavers were a
whole bar of four crotchets a capella, or repeating Let Him de-
liver Him if He delight in Him with exactly the same subdued
and uncovered air as in For with His stripes we are healed, or
lumbering along with Hallelujah as if it were a superior sort of
family coach: all this is ludicrous enough; but when the nation
proceeds to brag of these unwieldy choral impostures, these
attempts to make the brute force of a thousand throats do what
can only be done by artistic insight and skill, then I really lose
patience. Why, instead of wasting huge sums on the multitudinous
dullness called a Handel Festival does not somebody set up a
thoroughly rehearsed and exhaustively studied performance of
The Messiah in St James's Hall with a chorus of twenty capable
artists? Most of us would be glad to hear the work seriously per-
formed once before we die.

However, if I did not go to The Messiah, I ventured on a
pantomime, although in London we are unable to produce an
endurable pantomime for exactly the same reasons that prevent
us from achieving an endurable performance of The Messiah.
Therefore I did not make the experiment in London. I found my-
self one evening in Bristol with nothing better to do than to see
whether pantomime is really moribund. I am bound to say that
it seems to me to be as lively as it was twenty-five years ago. The
fairy queen, singing In Old Madrid with reckless irrelevance at
the entrance to the cave where Aladdin found the lamp, was
listened to with deep respect as an exponent of the higher singing;
and in the cave itself The Bogie Man, in about fifty verses, took
immensely. A street scene at night, with Chinese lanterns and a
willow-pattern landscape, were stage pictures with just the right
artistic quality for the occasion; and the absurdity of the whole
affair on the dramatic side was amusing enough from an indulgent
holiday point of view. There were no processions presenting one
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